

    
        
          Taken By The Circus

        

        
        
          D. K. Rockford

        

        
          Published by Rockford D. K., 2017.

        

    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Taken By The Circus

Taken By The Circus

Sign up for D. K. Rockford's Mailing List

Also By D. K. Rockford


******
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Taken By The Circus

[image: ]


By D. K. Rockford

Copyright 2016 D. K. Rockford

Smashwords Edition

Cover model used with Creative Commons license by way of Hotlanta Voyeur

https://www.flickr.com/photos/hotlantavoyeur/15352841348/in/photostream/

******
[image: ]


Chris wiped a thick layer of sweat from his brow as he staggered along the highway.  The sun was blistering down, bright and unrelenting.  He hadn't had a drink since stopping at a diner somewhere back around Columbus.  There he had hitched another ride, pushing his number of shared miles far higher than he cared to count.

He marched ahead, squinting his eyes until the sun became nothing more than a bothersome speck in an empty sky.  His heart sank as he took his first real glance at the road ahead, and then rose again when he saw a silhouette far on the horizon.  There, shadowed in black and obscured by rising heat, was a tent.  The mere sight of it had filled Chris with renewed energy.  People don't tend to set up camp without supplies, he reasoned, and at the very least a tent would provide him with momentary respite from the glaring sun.

The journey there felt as if it had been walked on fresh legs, and as Chris approached, he could see that the tent had hidden the outline of several trucks and trailers which had been neatly tucked away behind it.  There was another revelation on closer inspection.  As Chris came closer to the tent, the blackness of its shadows slipped away.  They revealed a striped design, red and white, which covered the entire surface.  It was, without any question, a circus tent, the first Chris had seen in person since attending a show back in Denton.  He had gone with his father and had said, with the bright eyes of youthful ambition, that he would like to become an acrobat when he grew up.  

Chris took a deep breath as he surveyed the entire length of the tent.  The red and white stripes filled his head with memories of danger, excitement, and the cheating of death.  His mind raced with music and the cheering of crowds as he entered.  Seats fitted to bleachers lined the insides.  In the center, a large, open ring.  Empty.  Silent.  

'Hello?' he called out. 

'Can I help you?' came the reply.  The voice came from somewhere behind the bleachers.

'Yeah', Chris replied, slowly making his way towards the voice.  He peered around as he moved, feeling scrutinized and cautious as he cut across the center ring.  'I was wondering', he said slowly.  He paused for a response, something he could track down.  Seconds passed in awkward silence.  'I'm headed further along the road', Chris continued.  'Would I be able to hitch a ride when you guys move out?  If you're going that way, that is.'

'Which way you headed, kid?'

Reaching the end of the bleachers, Chris found a short, fat man with a goatee and patchy Mohawk.  He was kneeling with a wrench in his hand.  His focus remained on the underside of the bleachers even as Chris came into full view.

'I'm heading up towards Auburn', Chris said.  'If you're heading that way-'

'We're heading that way', said the man.  He spoke with an unusual twang.  Vaguely Southern and yet entirely foreign.  'In about three days, that is.'

'That would be absolutely fine', Chris said.

The short man turned to him.  One eye squinted while the other bulged.  'You gonna buy yourself a ticket?'

Chris shot a hand into his pocket.  'Of course', he said.  He pulled out his wallet, hoping against all odds that he'd have enough left over to cover the cost.  'How much is it?' he asked.

With half a groan and half a hum, the short man perched his lips.  'Ten dollars', he said with authority.  'Of course', the short man slid a thick-wristed hand down to his crotch.  'We do allow discounts under the right circumstances.'

A cold chill came over Chris' body.  He thumbed quickly through his wallet.  Ten dollars exactly.  He sighed internally and noticed a trickle of sweat had began to roll down his bicep.  'I've got ten dollars', he said, holding the money out in front of him so as to keep the short man at distance.

With a grunt and a snatch, the short man had taken the money and thrust it deep into his pocket.

'Show starts at six', he said.  'We roll out in three days.  No certain time.  Don't miss it.'  

Fanfare horns blasted while the performers rotated around the inner circle.  Chris watched from a seat far at the back, stretching and twisting himself upward and around to peek through the animated customers in front of him.  He could just about see the short fat man standing in the center of the circle, now dressed in a red ringmaster costume.  He held in his stubby hand a wireless microphone into which he shrieked introductions as each performer posed and waved to the audience.

Chris found himself paying particular attention to Julius, the strongman.  He watched with eager eyes while Julius tensed and twisted his incredible body to the delight of the crowd.  There was something captivating about him.  Julius had blond hair, blue eyes and dark eyelashes.  He was a handsome man without question.  Strong features and bulging with muscles.  Chris watched in amazement and mild arousal as the strongman put his well-built machine of a body to use.  He bent iron rods, he lifted weights, he flexed and smiled.

The strongman's body carried a certain weight to it; the kind of stiffness which only huge muscle mass can bring.  He lumbered around the inner circle in his tight trunks.  His shoulders rocked from side to side as he walked.  Powerful and sexy.  

Julius' swaying and flexing brought about a stir in Chris' pants.  He watched, heart pounding with arousal, unable to pick one part of the magnificent body to study.  The wide chest, the muscular thighs, the ginormous biceps, the visible shaping of Julius' package in his trunks.  Chris had never seen a finer specimen of a man.  He wondered if Julius could have his way with him if he wanted to; if he could pick Chris up and crush him easily against all resistance.  The thought made Chris' cock harden and throb.  He would be helpless in the arms of the strongman.  He would be at his mercy.  A knot formed in Chris' dry throat.

A woman ran from the audience towards the strongman, screaming like a teenage girl at a Beatles concert.  She was haltered by the short, fat ringmaster, who showed surprising awareness and speed in thwarting her.  She smiled in his arms, still reaching desperately for the strongman.  Her eyes ran up and down his body.

Julius hadn't noticed.  He was now blessing the audience members at the opposite side of the tent with a full frontal viewing of his godly body.  Chris marveled at the strongman's back.  Every inch of that man was something new to him.  He longed to touch it and wondered how those rippling muscles would feel under his hands.  Would they feel hard?  Would they flex and roll?  Would the sweat from Julius' body make his muscles feel slick?  The strongman's magnificent body had sparked equal parts arousal and awe in him.

For several minutes the strongman marched around the circle to the delight of screaming women.  He made his way to each of the bleachers, given each fan-section a moment to admire his body.  Eventually he made his final lap and came upon Chris' section of the tent again.  Chris extended his back, pushing and bouncing off of the floor, taking in Julius' beautiful body one last time.  He stared at the strongman's package as it bounced around, and could see, with generous angles and lighting, that the rim of Julius' penis was visible through his tight trunks.

From there, Chris worked his eyes back up the strongman's body.  He traced the thick, layered lines of muscle and vein which formed Julius' abdomen, and then moved his gaze upward to the gargantuan chest which now glistened with sweat.  Next, he admired Julius' thick neck, strong and full like that of a bull.  Chris wondered if he could even wrap his arms around such a raw stack of muscle.

A tingle jolted through Chris' body upon looking into Julius' eyes.  The strongman was looking at him now.  Even from Chris' position, he could see the glimmer in Julius' pale blue eyes.  Those eyes pierced him.  They made him feel weaker than even the strongman's incredible visage had.  Then a smile from the strongman before turning away.  Was it a smile or a cruel trick of the light?  Chris held onto his seat as the strongman made his exit.  He needed more.  He needed to feel that body as well as see it.  He needed to be held and crushed in those powerful arms, lifted up and squeezed into that marble chest.  Never had Chris known such lust or desire.  His eyes chased after Julius as he pulled aside a tent flap and disappeared from view.

Then, from under the same flap, came a troupe of three clowns.  Half-naked save for painted chests, they entered with animalistic enthusiasm.  A green clad clown ran frantically around the inner circle on his hands and feet, scampering as a blue clown chased after him.  The third clown, themed in red, performed acrobatic tricks around the other two.  Handstand press ups, back and front flips, cartwheels.  The clowns moved about the stage with boundless energy.  Their athletic bodies looked tiny in comparison to the strongman but Chris nevertheless found himself strangely enamored by their fluidity of motion.  They laughed as they fondled each other.  Laughed louder as they gyrated to mixed reactions from the audience, and louder still when they mimicked gigantic penises with unusual props.  They carried with them a strange sense of sexuality.  Something raw, dangerous even.  Chris again found himself stirring with lust.  

The clowns' routine came to an end with a furious round of applause.  Lights came on as they left, brightening the entire tent, and at that the ringmaster called for an intermission.  Chris took a deep breath.  He could see now, in the light, that his shirt displayed dark stains of sweat under his arms and across his chest.  His lap, too, was wet, with visible seeping puddles of pre-cum having leaked their way through his pants.

The music died down in the distance as the last section of spectators trickled out of the big-top.  Chris watched from beside a trailer as they snaked away.  For a moment he considered running along the line, looking to hitch a ride from anyone who may be headed up towards Auburn.  It would save him several days of waiting for the departure of the circus, and besides, the circus crew were a busy and varied bunch.  Who would he ride with?  He thought of the short fat ringmaster and the favors he may ask of him.  Something rolled in Chris' stomach.  He suddenly felt sickly and ill.

A click turned Chris' attention to a nearby trailer.  Its door swung open wide, revealing the gigantic, hunching figure of the strongman garbed in a bathrobe.  The rolling in Chris' stomach threatened to climb up his throat.  Even in the dimming light of the evening with his muscles obscured, the strongman looked radiant.  He pulled himself through the doorway with a heavy grace then strode down the steps barefoot.  There he stretched, arching his back and widening his arms.  He rolled between his toes and his heels in the cool grass, then placed a large hand behind him to lower himself onto the steps.

Chris watched with the same awe which had captured him during the strongman's routine.  Even hunched and robed, Julius was a beautiful colossus of a man.  His soft blond hair licked gently to his left on
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